fi j i , ' ) [‘izidhuplrEsZmfcjii] I'/tdi'd/ej '2ierEJ&0H 


■'• t ~- - ' Hj o u_'cJ i 


w 



iifZjcu'SiL 


iffijj jiff 


ill 




1 1.(1 


fij 


mm '!#'• 



< l / pie af ant (jmcdy, of 
Tor: Sir, I am deeply in loue with one Fmfowife 
of drift to wne. Now fir Iohrt you area gentleman of 
good difeo oiling, well beloucd among Ladies, a man 
of fuch parts that might win twenty fuch as (he. 

Fal: Oh good (ir. 

For: N ay beleeue it fir Iobn, for tis time. 

Now my loue is fo grounded vponher, 

That without her loue I fhall hardly Hue. 

Fal: Haue you importuned her by any meancs? 
F*wvf:No,neuerfir. 

Fal: Of what quality is your loue then ? 

Foord: Ifaith fir, like afaire houfe fetvpon 

Another mans foundation. 

Fal: And to what end haue you vnfolded this to me 
For: O fir.when I haue told you that, I told you all : 

For (he fir (lands fo pure in the firme ftatc 

Of her honefty ,that (he is too bright to be looked 

Acainft: Now could I come againft her 

With fome detection, 1 Ihould fooner pcrfwade her 
From her marriage vow, and a hundred luch nice 

Tearmes that (hee'l (land vpon.^ re 

Fal: Why would it apply well to the vcruenfic of 
your affection, . 

That another (hould polTcffe what you wold emoy 
Me-thinks you preferibe very prepofteroufly to your 

For: No fir, for by that means (hould I be certain 
of that which I now mifdoubt. (mony, 

Fal: Wei M.BrookJ\c firft make bold with your 
Nextgiue me your hand.Laftly,you lhall 
If you will,enioy Foords Wife. ^ 


the merry Wines of Wind for . 

Foord. Oh good fir. 

jFrf/.Maftcr Brooke, I fay you (hall. 

For. Want no mohy Sir Iob» 3 you (ha! wantnone. 

f<j/.Want no miftris Foord,rtnftcr Brooke , 

You (hall want nonc.Euen as you came to me, 

Her fpokes mate, her go betweene parted from me ; 

I may tell you Wi.Brcoke t \ am to mcete her 
Betweene eight and nine, for at that time the iealous 
Cuckally knaue her husband will be from home. 
Come to me fooneat night, you (hall know 
How I fpeed,M .Brooke. 

Ford. Sir, do you know Foord ? (not. 

Fal. Hang him poore cuckally knaue, I know him 
And yet I wrong him to call him poore.For they 
Say the cuckally knaue hath legions of Angels, 

For the which his wife feemes to me well fauoured, 
And lie vfe her as the key of the cukally knaues 
Coffer, and there’s my randeuowes. 

F<wv/.Me-thinks fir it were good that you knew 
Foord, that you might fhun him. 

Fal. Hang him cuckally knaue, lie flare him 
Out of his wits, lie keepe him in awe 
With this my cudgell; it (hall hang like a meator 
Ore the wittolly knaues head, WlsBrooke thou (halt 
Sec I will predominate ore the pcafant. 

And thou (halt lye with his wife.Mafter Brooke, 

Thou (halt know him for knaue and cuckold. 

Come to me (bone at night. 

Exit Falftaffe . . 

Foord. What a damned Epicurian is this ? 

My wife bath fent for him,the plot is laid : 
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